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Henrietta knew I had a family while she and I were courting. Yet
she now behaves as though she expected my family to disappear
after our marriage. Jealousy is Henrietta's complaint. Henrietta
never knew the joys of family life as a child—the closeness, the
giving and talcing, the quarreling and the making up—and she is en-
vious of the pleasure I find in my family.
I am convinced Henrietta's money worries date back to her child-
hood. She seems to feel chronically insecure. Henrietta wasn't mis-
treated or abused; she simply wasn't loved enough. Her widowed
grandfather was too old, too tired, and too preoccupied with his
business to feel responsive to a lonely child. Both her father and her
mother—I gather that her mother buried herself in some odd sort of
religious cult after the divorce—drifted from her life early. Her
father was supposed to be responsible for her financial support, but
he remarried and frequently neglected to send the checks he prom-
ised. I doubt her prosperous grandfather was greatly perturbed, but
Henrietta suffered torments.
It's preposterous that Henrietta should object to the financial as-
sistance my parents and Tim receive from me. She and the three
boys get better than a third of my income; whatever Henrietta
asks for I give her gladly. I do object to her spending money with-
out my knowledge on things I may or may not approve. She had
the boys' nursery redecorated without telling me. Those kids are my
sons, too. I was entitled to a voice. She selected colors for the nurs-
ery that I particularly dislike; a banal pink-and-blue combination
that throws Tim's pictures, especially painted for the boys, com-
pletely out of key.
She was astonished and irritated when I objected to paying taxi
fares so her son, John, could ride in style to school. When John
dawdles in the morning and misses the bus, Henrietta's solution is a
taxicab. John's school is only twelve blocks away. If he got up when
he was called, he wouldn't need either a bus or a taxi; he could walk
the twelve blocks to school and profit by the exercise. In my college
days I walked twice as far and rejoiced in the opportunity.
Henrietta spoils John outrageously. He left his expensive tennis

